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At the

Confessional

By W.F.G. THACHER,

THICK wet mist had crept up

from the channel and wrapt
Paris in a dripping shadow. It muffled
the noises of the streets and trans-
formed the street lamps into ghastly
blurs of yellow light, reflected dimly in
the wet pavement. With the fog came
a chill wind which nipped the bare toes
of the newsboys, quickened the meas-
ured tread of the gendarmes and
caused the few belated pedestrians to
hasten homewards.

Within the great cathedral all was
gloom and silence.
save for a few miserables, who lin-
gered more for the warmth and protec-
tion than from any motives of piety.
The sacrificial candles twinkled with
a lambent radiance which lent an un-
canny aspect to the barbaric splendor
of the altar, and served to exaggerate
the impressive distances of the inte-
rior.

Before one of the confessionals a
priest was standing, alone. His arms
were folded on his breast and his head
lowered in an attitude of meditation.
He was a man of 30 or thereabouts, tall
and with fine patrician fea-
tures, from which his aseetie life had
not entirely erased the lines of youth
and As he stood there,

massive,

enthusiasm.

enwrapt in reverie, his face bore an
incongruous expression of brooding

pain. It was as if a dead past had
come to life and was clutching at his
heart with cruel fingers—the past
which had drawn him to the priest-
hood for refuge, and which even its
stern consolation could not banish.

In a distant loft an organ sounded,
dissipating the images of his reveries.
fingers touched his beads and he

rayed swiftly.

Outside, the mist had settled into a
chill drizzle, and the streets were rap-
idly being deserted. A brougham,con-

picuous for its rich appointments,
swept out of the gurrent of vehicles
and drew up in front of the cathedral.
A liveried footman opened the door,
and a woman veiled and garbed in a
leng coat stepped out and ascended the
marble steps. Inside she noticed with
satisfaction the almost deserted con-
dition of the interior. Then she ap-
proached the solitary figure of the
priest.

“Father,” she said, ina low voice, but
without hesitation, “I wish to confess
to you. Will you hear me?”

The priest had involuntarily drawn
the cowl over his face so as to conceal
his features.

‘Surely, madame,” he replied.
vill enter the confessional,
please.”

Inside the little chapel they took
their places, he sitting behind the low
rail, on which the woman rested her
arms as she knelt before him.

“Begin, my child, and may God for-
give you for your transgressions.”

“I have no petty list of wrongdoings
to confess to you, father,” she began,
“though there are enough of them,
Heaven knows, but I wish to tell you
the story of my life. I have nevertold
it before, but I can no longer keep
silence.”

“You do well to come to me,” the
priest answered, mechanically. “May
the Holy Virgin intercede for you.”

“Years ago,” she continued, “no mat-
how many, I was betrothed to a
voung man. We were very much in
love with each other, and life seemed
full of bliss for us.
be married until my lover’s fortune
was assured, for although he was a
scion of a noble house, his father had
died and left his affairs in an embar-
rassed condition, and a feeble mother
was dependent upon him for support.
lie was capable and willing to work,
and his prospects were bright for an
hcnorable career; but—ah, well, it is
the old story. I was young and am-
bitious and impatient at the long wait-
ing, and longed for luxury and soeial
distinetion, so when Baron de”—she
checked herself suddenly—*“when the
man I afterwards married offered all
these things—T1 was weak and foolish,
and my father urged me—and so I ac-
him—God Tforgive me!—and
broke faith with my lover.”

Her broke, and she paused a
moment to gain her self-control.

“It is not so awful thus far,
father?
come. l
ther?®

The priest had uttered a half-sup-
pressed cry.

“Nothing,” he replied,
slight cough. Proceed.”

“My lover,” she continued, “suddenly
disappeared. It was thought that he
had committed suicide, but his Dody
was never found. Thenhis poor moth-
er—he was her idol—died of grief. See
what and suffering my folly
has brought about.

“It did not take long for me to dis-
cover my mistake—but it was toolate.
T had bound myself to a man T could
never love; my chance for happiness
was lost forever. And I have suffered—
God knows how much. Not a minute
gince I first realized the awfulness of
my sin but Thave endured every agony.
Even in my dreams my lost Fabrice
comes to e and reproaches me for my
faithlessness,

“Ah! T have done penance, father. I
svould a thousanad times rather be dead
¢han suffer as 1 do, At first I used to
ery my eyes out, but the consolation of
tears has long been denied me:; and

1
iis

“We
if you

cepted
voice
is it,

But the terrible part is to
abrice, my lo—what is it, fa-

hastily—*a

SOrrow

even time has failed to alleviate my

" guflfering.

“Well, father, that is'all. It is a piti-
ul little story, isitnot? 1 hardly know
-IW ~1t was f_uimr

It was deserted,’

We were not to,

With the exception of the slight in-
terruption at the name “Fabrice,” the
priest had remained mute throughout
the recital; but it was a silence born
of a fee]mg too intense for utterance.
The first intonation of the woman’s
voice had thrilled and dazed him. At
first he discredited his senses; but
slowly and painfully the faet forced
itself upon him that he was listening
to the drama of his own life—that the
woman kneeling before him was she
for- whom, nearly ten years ago, he
had renounced the life of pleasure and
ambition and sought the seclusion of
the priesthood, and whose face he
never expected to look upon again,
And now an inserutable fate had
brought her to him, and he had heard
from her own lips that she had loved
him, and loved him yet.

Like one in a trance he went through
the formula of absolution; and not un-
til she rose to leave the (lm])el did he
come to himself. Then the full sig-
nificance of the situation flashed upon
him, and with it the alternatives:
should he let her go unspoken and
live on as he had, or should he speak
to her and reawaken in his heart the
old struggle which he had sought so
long to quell?

Ihvt. no—there was no choice. The
mischief had already been done, and
he must speak to her, come what may.
He followed her from the confessional
and spoke her name, “Emilie.” She
turned quickly, and, lifting her veil,
looked him full in the face.

“Good God!” she gasped. “It is you
—Fabrice!” Her face went white, and
she reeled slightly, one hand extended,
as if to ward off a threatening horror.

“Yes, it is I—Fabrice.” He grew
more self-contained as he saw'her agi-
tation.

“But—but I thought you dead—ten
years ago.” She passed her hand over
her eyes, as if to clear away the mys-
tery that impended.

“No, there is no mistake. Tt isT,the
man whose life youtried to ruin, whom
you—but pardon—1I have no re-
proaches—now. I have, through the
grace of God, both forgiven and for-
gotten, 7

“But tell me, Emelie.” He went close
to her and looked deep into her eyes,
wide with awe. “Tell me, is it true,
what you zaid—you loved me, and not
this other man ?”

Her eyes dropped before his and she
turned half away—then, with an impa-
tient gesture, she faced him and spoke
impassionately.

“True, yes, every word of it is true.
God knows I loved you then—and—love
you—yet.”

A new light had illuminated her
eyes, the light of yearning love, and
the hope of happiness.

“And you, Fabrice,” she said, softly,
“have you forgotten?”

“Forgotten?” He replied confusedly.
“Why—I hardly know—it is so long—
ten long years.”

“Yes, it islong,” she answered, eager-
1y, “but true love knows no time. Ah,
Fabrice,” her voice was vibrant with
pleadmg. “is it too late? May we not
yet be happy?”

“But your husband—he
and-—"

“Yes, but he is a broken-down old
man now, and we have never loved each
other. Such a union as oursis not true
marriage—besides, a separation may
be easily arranged—I am rich—"

“But it is impossible. No, no! How
can you tempt me! Think—I am a
priest—my vows—"

“What does it matter? You took
them because you thought you had lost
me. Now, see! Igive myself toyou.”

As she spoke she threw back her
long mantle and slowly held out her
arms to him. She was doing all in her
woman’s power to win him to her. Her
half-pursed lips, her lustrous eyes, her
outstretched arms, every line of her
figure was wooing him back to the love
of his youth.

The man fairly writhed under the
agony of the conflict that was rife
within him. On the one hand lay the
world, pleasures, love, life, all that he
had schooled himself to despise. On
the other hand, the church, duty, and
“that peace which passeth understand-
ing.” In the midst of the struggle
there came from a distant alcove the
intonation of a mighty organ and a
boy choir singing a “Te Deum.” Ashe
heard, the crisis seemed to resolve it-
self—the way was clear before his feet.
The hollow world and its life of tinsel
and vanity lost its glamour. And the
woman—who was she with her shallow
beauty and slender passion to tempt
him from his duty? She seemed to
shrink and shrivel away from him. It
was as if a great light had been let into
his soul.

is living,

With the decision a look of holy calm
came into his face. The woman saw it,
and knew that she had lost. With a
choking sob she stooped and kissed his
hand, then drew her cloak about her
and swiftly left the eathedral. There
was the click of a closing door, a word
of command, and then the rattle of the
vehicle, and the hoofbeats, which were
soon swallowed upin the eddy of street
noises.

Within, the priest stood before the
figure of the dying Christ, his hands
clasped and his face transfigured with
a holy tr mmph —Pacific \hmthly

Must Recover,
Flaherty—Oi hear \iunahan s taken
bad.

Corrigan—He is so, an’ if he ain’t
well be St. Patrick’s day he’ll die o’
shame.

“Phwat’s the matther wid him?
“He has the yellow jaunders.”—Phil-

adelph]a Record.

She Drew the Line,
He——Won't yo' make up dat quar.
rel, Miss Black, an’ 'low me to escoht
yo' home? Yy's-ioo good a chu'ch
membah not to .fo’gib dem what hn
oﬂended yo'.

LABORERS BECOME RiICH.

Ywo Men at Laketwveod, N, J., Fiad
Thelir Prospects iu Life Changed
by Coming Into Faortunes.

There must be some sort of subtle
tuck in the fiery furnace ¢f the Lake-
wood, N. J., hotel’s heating and light=-
ing plant. Fortune has smiled benign-
¥ upon two coal-begrimed toilers in
that establishment, and her fairy touch
has metamorphosed them into young
men of fashion, means and aspirations.
“Garry™ Estell, one of the firemen, had
his soeial triumphavhen he received au-
thentic information that he had
fallen heir to $35,000. The counse-
quent sensation of “Garry’s” set had
not abated when, on the very next day,
Antonio Manges, a coal passer, re~
eeived word through a Newark attor-
ney that his ldamented aunt had left
him a legacy of $12,500. Both Garry
and Tony wisely verified the informas
tion before dofling their overalls. Then
they tendered their resignations and
began a course of treatment.with sand
soup to get the coal grime out of their
p:)rvs.

Estell expeets to buy a farm in easte
ern New Jersey and settle down to the
life of a country squire. A
charming little woman who has pas
tiently waited for Garry’s luck to
change will accompany him to the farm
as Mrs. Estell.

Antonio Manges,
though his windf:

almost eclipsed
$12.500 handed

gentle

the coal
i1l is not so large, has
Estell. To Tony the
to l:illl the other
day seems aun independent. fortune.
Until Wednesday he had beenreason-
ably eontent with his wage of $1a day,
but now he has developed sartorial am-
bitions and proceeded to gratify his
tastes. His first act was to hurry to

passer,

over

the village and buy a pair of patent
leather shoes. He is going to Pasa-
dena, Cal., wher he has relatives.

WEDS MOTHER’S HUSBAND.

Young Woman Visiting in California
Makes Matrimonial Alliance
Which Has Peculinr Features.

A strange romance in the lives of
James H. Nichols and his wife, Aman-
da, has just been made known at
Mount Gilead, O. Thirty-five years
ago the two were married. After liv-
ing together three years his wife left
Nichols beeause of his alleged mis-
treatment of her. Being discouraged,
and feeling that reconciliation with
her was impossible, Nichols went west
and located in the mining regions of
California, to begin iife anew. Sev-
eral years later his wife saw his name
in a list of killed in a mining accident
in California.

Believing Nichols dead, and having
met another man with whom she fell
in love, she was again married. Her
second husband-was Richard Vancou-
ver, a wealthy manufacturer. A
daughter was born to them. Twenty-
five years passed away and this daugh-
ter had grown to womanhood. Mr,
Vancouver had a brother living in
Los Angeles, Cal, and having some
important business 1o attend to there
he went to Los Angeles, his daugh-
ter accompanying him. After look-
ing into his business interests Van-
couver returned, leaving his daughter

Sarah to visit with her uncle during
the winter

Just b(~f0re Christmas Sarah be-
came acquainted with James H. Nich-
ols, her mother’'s former husband,
who had become a wealthy mine own-
er. The two fell in love and were
married, neither knowing of the pe-
culiar circumstances attached to the
wedding until a few years later. When
Mrs. Nichols’ parents went to visit at
their daughter’s home the girl’'s moth=
er and her husband recognized each
other.

MARKET REPORT.

Cincinnati, March 1.
CATTLE—Common . 2 50 @ 4 15
Choice steers ..... 57 @ 6 15
CALVES—Extra .... @ 6 50
HOGS—Ch. packers..5 30 @ 6 40
Mixed packers .... 6 00 @ 6 35
SHEEP—Extra ..... 510 @ 5 25
LAMBS—Extra ..... 615 @ 6 35
FLLOUR—Spring pat. 3 95 @ 4 20
WHEAT—No. 2 red. @ 87
CORN—No. 2 mixed. @ 62
OATS—No. 2 mixed. @ 46Y
RYE—No. 2 ........ @ 64y,
HAY—Ch. timothy .. @13 25
PORK—Family ..... @15 20
LARD—Steam ..... . @ 9 07y,
BUTTER—Ch. dairy. @ 18
Choice creamery .. @ 30
APPLES—Choice ... 500 @ 5 50
POTATORS. ... s 2660 @ 275
Sweet potatoes ... 4 00 @ 4 50
TOBACCO—New ... 520 @23 25
G R R T T 570 @14 25
Chicago.
FLLOUR—Win. patent 3 80 @ 4 00
WHEAT—No. 2 red. 81i,@ 8234
No. 3 spring ...... 4 @ 7624
CORN—No. 2 mixed. @ 613
OATS—No. 2 mixed. @ 45
RYE—No. 2 ........ 59 @ o914
PORK—Mess ....... 15 25 @15 50
LARD—Steam ...... 920 @ 9 22y
New York. _
FLOUR—W:in. patent 3 85 @ 4 25
WHEAT—No. 2 red. @ 87y
CORN—No. 2 mixed. @ 70
OATS—No. 2 mixed. @ 501
RYE—Western ..... @ 661
PORK—Family .....15°50 @16 50
LARD—Steam ...... . @ 9 70
Baltimore.
WHEAT—No. 2 red. 82y,@ 823
Southern ......... 81 @ 84
CORN—No. 2 mixed. 66 @ 6614
OATS—No. 2 mixed. 47,@ 48
CATTLE—Buichers . 56 00 @ 5 75
HOGS—Western .... 6 70 @ 6 80
Louisville.
WHEAT—No. 2 red. @ 86
CORN—No. 2 mixed. @ 63y,
OCATS—No. 2 mixed. < - 461G
RK"'W ticoo'n. @
IARD——Staam e R @

P~ “Ini ..‘
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STERS OFCHARITY

RELY ON PE-RU-NA TO FIGHT

Sisters of Charity are known.

intellectual needs

THE
SISTERS
GOOD
WORK.

to their bodily

to take care of a

ing safeguard.
A letter recently received by Dr.

rezds as follows :
though the medicine was not new to

worth as we are now ready to do.

throat.

to its merits.”” Yours respectfull
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"' URSULINE AcApgMY!
(,LE‘\(ELA}@ 0.

In every country of the civilized world the
Notonly do they
minister to the spiritual and

charges committed to their
care, but they also minister
needs.

With so many children

protect from eclimate and
disease, these wise and
prudent sisters have found Peruna a never-fail-

Hartman
from the Ursuline Sisters of Cleveland,
“ We have lately given Peruna a trial, for
had nect tried it sufficiently to testify to its
“ We find Peruna an excelient tonic and a
valuable remedy for catarrhal affections of the

We have recommended it to our
friends and have good reports from them as

URSULINE SISTERS

of the

nd to

Ohio

us, we

GATARRH WHEREVER LOCATED IN THE SYSTEM

Four Interesting Letters From
Catholic Institutions.

Dr. Hartman receives many letters
from Catholic Sisters all over the Unit-
ed States. A recommend recently re-
ceived from a Catholic institution in
the Southwest reads as follows:

A Prominent Mother Superior Says:

“I ecan testify from experience to
the cfficiency of Peruna as one of the
very best medicines, and it gives me
pleasure to add my praise to that of
thousands who have used it. For years
I suffered with catarrh of the stomach,
all remedies proving valueless for re-
lief. Last spring I went to Colerado,
hnpmfr to be benefited by a change of

climate and while there a friend ad-
vised me to try Peruna. After using
two bottles I found myself very much
improved. The remains of my old dis-
ease being now so slight, I consider
myself cured, yet for a while I intend
to continue the use of Peruna. I am
now treating another patient with
your medicine. She has been sick with
malaria and troubled with leucor-
rhcea. I have not a doubt that a cure
will be speedily effected.”

SISTERS OF CHARITY

All Over United States Use Pe-ru-na
for Catarrh.
From a Catholic institution in Cen-

tral Ohio comes the following recom=
mend from the Sister Superior:

"Somo years ago a friend of our instiiution
recommended to us Dr. Hariman’s ns as an
excellent remedy for the iniluenza of which we
then had several cases which threatened to be of
a serious character,

“We be, io use it and experienced such
wonderful resulis that siace then Peruna has
become our faverite medicine for influenza,
catarrh, cold cough anad broachitis.”

Another recommend from a Catholic
institution of one of the Ceaniral States
‘written by the Sister Superiorreads as
follows:

““A pumber of years ago our atieation was
called to Dr. Hartmazn’s Peruna, aad siace then
we kave used it with wonderful results for grip,
coughs, colds and catarrhal diseases of the
aad stomach.

“For ip and winter catarrh especially it has
f great service to the inmates of this
Inultutlon.

»

These are samples of letiers received
by Dr. Hartman from the various
orders of Catholic Sisters throughout
the United States.

The names and addresses to these
letters have been withheld from re-
spect to the Sisters but will be fur-
nished upon request.

One-half of the diseases which af-
flict mankind are due to some catarrh-
al derangement of the mucous mem-
brane lining some organ or passage of
the body. A remed) that would act
immediately upon the contrcstcd mu-

cous membrane, restoring it to itsnor-
mal state, would consequently cure all
these diseases. Catarrh is catairh
wherever located, whether it be in the
head, throat, lungs, stomach, kidneys,
or pelvic organs. A remedy that will
cure it in one location will cure it in
all locations.

Peruna is such a remedy. The S8is-
ters of Charity know this. When ca-
tarrhal diseases make their appear-
ance they are not disconcerted, but
know exactly what remedy to use.
These wise and prudent Sisters have
found Peruna a never-fziling safe-
guard. They realize that when a dis-
ease is of catarrhal nature, Peruna is
the remedy. Dyspepsia and female
weakness are considered by many to
be entirely different diseases—that
dyspepsia is catarrh of the stomacan
and female weakness is due to catarrh
of the pelvic organs the Sisters are
fully aware, consequently Peruna is
their remedy in both these very com-
mon and annoying diseases.

If you do not receive prompt and
satisfactory results from the use of
Peruna, write at once to Dr. Hartman,
giving a full statement of your case,
and he will be pleased to give you his
valuable advice gratis.

Address Dr. Hartman, President of
The Hartman Sanitarium, Columbus,
Ohio.

Ko \lte smnative,

“You admit that you are a tramp, do
you?” said the emineat eounsel to the wit-

R, SIP.

“Tell this jury, sir, why you lead such a
worse than nseless life.”

“The explarvation is simple. I am too
proud to work and too honest to become
& jawyer.”—Detroit Free Press.

- -

Maternnl Love,

Mrs. Mulligan—And so you have mo
mother now?
Motherless Boy—No, mum.

“Well, me boy, whenever you feel the
want for a good th irashing come to me and
11l be a mother to you.”'—Tit-RBits.

il v
No Immediateness,
He—Do you belicve m love in a cottage?
Shc»— No, indeed, 1 don't.
“How about love in a palace?”
“Oh, George, this is so sudden!’

“Well, it won't bekn we've got to wait

tiil 1 can earn the palace.””—Smart Set.
TR T Sy
Kept on Talking,

Hook—What has become of that office |
boy of vours who used to take everything |
he could liy his hands on? !

Nye—He's in the Munieipal hospital—
took smallpox.—Philadelphia Reeord.

Pestestes®
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f St. Jacobs()ll
RH EUMATISM

-
E The Christian Globe says :—"'Aman
emplcyed at Central Fish Market was
for three years h‘-! less with Rheu-
matism, and after ;...vxrg beén sent
different hcopitals, was de-
curable. Afterfourdays’ use
COBS OIL he couid use
his arm without pain. Centiruing the
use of it, ail pain, swelling, and stiff-
ness discppeared. He is ncw cured
and at work."

St.JacobsOil 3!

Acts like magic. Its curstive powers
are simply marvellous, It conguers
pain quickly and surcly. It goesright
tothe spor. Jt cures when everything
else has failed. A single trial will
convince the most incredulous, It has
cured thousands cf usgé:l l;hm-—
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KEEP YOUR SADDLE BRY]

THE ORIGINAL

/ RIDER AND SADDLE

M sneertsy u.g,,m nm PaRy, HA&DES!‘ STORM
Loox PORAST ¢ A TALOGUES FREE
SHOWING FULL LINE OF GARMENTS AND HATS.

A.J.TOWER €0O..BOSTON,MASS. s

160 Ac'-l»

JUST THIE OF 101

Every farmer his own
landlord, no encum-
brances. hisbankaccount
inereasing year by year.
land value increasing,
stock inecreasing, splen-
did climate. excellent
schools and churches. low
taxation. high prices for
caul(, and grain. low rail-

ay rates, and every
This is the condition of the

possible comfort.
farmer in Western Canada—Province of Mapitoba

and districts of Assipiboia, Saskaichewan aund
Alberta. Thousands of Americans are now settled
there. Reduced rates on all railways for bome-
seekers and setilers. New distriets are bein
up Lms vear. The new forty-page AT

‘TERN CANADA and all other informa-
l.lon sent free o all applicants. F. PEDLEY,
Superintendent of Immi ration. Ottawa, Canada.
or 0 JOSEPH YOUNG. 5li State St.. East. Colum-
bus. Ohio; E. T. olmes Rooms Big Four Bldg.,
ln-h xuxpons Ipd.;: Canadian Government Agents,

THAT GONE FEELING

TIRED, DULL AND ‘‘BLUE”
BACKACHE AND LASSITUDE

We can cure it all and make life bright and happy.
Write at onee for sumples. You will never regret it.

DR. BENZINGER, Baltimore, Md,

txened !

Beardiess larlor

7 M prodlf oudc.

’ elh,
leans 0. S\.v \'otl w2

hmelu pei acre. Dues well

everywhere. That pays.

—
20th Century Guta.
The oat marvel, pre-tucing
from 200 to 300 bus. per woe
Salzer's vuts wre war
roduce greoat
 ¥ields. The U. 8. Ag. Depr.
calls them tue very beat!
That pays.

RSN
Throo Eared Corn.

{ L6 200 hus, per nere, {9 B8
exuemly profitable mt pres. S
cut prices of corn, Salzer’s
sceds produce every whera,

—

Marvel Wheat §
yielded ia 30 States lust year
over 49 bus, per acre, We also
kave thecelebrated Muccn-
ronlW heat, which yieided
on our farms 63 bus. per sore,
That paye.

Speltz.
Greatest ccreal food on
:arlh—bo t‘u« graln and 4
s tuns Ueent bay
acre. ’lﬁ-t \at pays, i

Victoria Rape
wakes it possibie t. grow
hogs, sheep and cattic at &
cost of butlos ib. lluul-
ourly prolific, does well
everywhere, That pays.

—
Bromus Inermis.
Most wonderful grass of

the ceutury. Produces 6 tons
of hay anid lots sud lots of
E;tuua besides per acre,

ws  wherever soil Ia

P found. Salrer's sced s

warranted, Thnt poye.
$10.00 for 10c.
Wc wish yu to try our
farm i

cuee g
oln to send whm aced

SAI.ZEI"S MIC CIUSIIED S!!EI.l-t.m
or 500 lh.. ouo for 1,000 1ba.

JohnASalzer Seed Co 255224
$3 5 cash | Premiums fs o tmiE Good vaiie

h Premluoms., Men
c. Glr% in country or city. seni t-.r o‘:l"

lezce un?or Pub‘hh‘l:':-t:o Bymuu.m

SILVER MINE %iiias, wunumrm
'iﬂ..%lndwm%rgt vmh no '.m
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